Western Washington University

Western CEDAR
Klipsun Magazine

Western Student Publications

2-1973

Klipsun Magazine, 1973, Volume 03, Issue 03 - February
Korte E. Brueckmann
Western Washington University

Follow this and additional works at: https://cedar.wwu.edu/klipsun_magazine
Part of the Higher Education Commons, and the Journalism Studies Commons

Recommended Citation
Brueckmann, Korte E., "Klipsun Magazine, 1973, Volume 03, Issue 03 - February" (1973). Klipsun
Magazine. 9.
https://cedar.wwu.edu/klipsun_magazine/9

This Issue is brought to you for free and open access by the Western Student Publications at Western CEDAR. It
has been accepted for inclusion in Klipsun Magazine by an authorized administrator of Western CEDAR. For more
information, please contact westerncedar@wwu.edu.

w

^ *

*

'

'-w

m t

AS

‘

..

Vol. 3, No. 3
February 1973

H a lfw a y to n o w h e re
by: Brian E d w a rd s

S to p ... Proceed w ith Caution
by: Bill D ie tric h

A n Eagerness to Im prove
by: G a ry J o h n s o n

H O C K EY Live in Bellingham
by: T o m D u n ca n

Pollution at Bay
by: B o b M c L a u c h la n

Photo credits
Editor . . . Korte E. Brueckmann
Story Editor . . . William H. Braswell jr.
Production Manager . . , Candy Lancaster
Photo E d ito r. . . Tore Oftness
Staff: Chris Anderson, Bill Dietrich, Tom Duncan, Brian
Edwards, Carolyn Hill, Heidi Henken, Carolyn Hugh, Gary
Johnson, Pat McElroy, Bob McLauchlan, Klee Miller, Dick
Milne, Scott Nagel, Sandy Rouse.
Advisor. . . Pete Steffens

Gary Johnson: pages 8, 9, 17-18 center
Pat McElroy: page 2
Bob McLauchlan: pages 16 lower left, 18 upper left and
lower right, 19 center right
Scott Nagel: pages 6, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 17 lower right,
18 lower left, 19 left, 20, and front cover.
Tore Oftness: pages 3, 5, inside front cover, and back cover.
Art:
Carolyn Hill: Inside back cover
Klee Miller: pages 4, 7

Copyright 1973 Klipsun
Western Washington State College
Bellingham, Wash. 98225

2

"I got no home, you know, no place to go,
nothing to keep me where I'm a t." The Indian sat
on a dingy sofa in the dormatory of the Lighthouse
Mission, unconsciously playing with his cotton
gloves, pulling them o ff and on in seeming
indecision.
He didn't speak fo r several minutes, as I
surveyed the sparsely furnished room, a long row
of wooden bunk beds against one wall of the
narrow room illuminated by unshaded 100 watt
bulbs, three worn, soiled couches formed three
sides of a square at the fro nt with the fourth side
the door. To the left of that sat a television set.
Below the TV three signs commanded "N o
Smoking", "D rinking Absolutely Prohibited" and
"Leave the Television Set on Channel 12". It
looked like a converted store room.
John, the cook, had taken me down to the
dormatory.
"Boys, this man is from the college and he
wants to ask you some questions about yourselves.
You don't have to answer or give your name—it's

strictly voluntary." John turned o ff the television
set as it whimpered, " it really, really works" and
died away.
The eight men sat in awkward silence before
one of the older ones, a man wearing gold-rimmed
glasses and heavy tan overcoat—looking like an
unemployed fisherman—laughed and walked away.
"Which college?" one of them asked.
An Indian with a large scab on the middle of
his flat nose sat looking at the floor, gave a few
sideways glances then got up from one of the sofas,
walked to the back of the room and laid down on a
bed. Another young Indian, probably not much
over 20, walked out of the john and kept going to
join his friend at the back.
"Which one of you is the talker," I asked.
No one replied.
"Well, I was born and raised in Tennessee,"
John, the cook, said breaking the ice. "Graduated
from college there, taught school. Then about 25
years ago, my wife and I broke up. Well, I started
drinking and went on the bum ." His explanation
was matter of fact.
John had been there. He knew what this
intrusion meant to their lonely lives. But John had
been there. He's employed by the mission, staff
member now, with a staff apartment upstairs. He
runs the dormatory and keeps an eye on the boys.
"I got a grandson back in Tennessee, goes to
college, probably about your age. How old are
you?" John continued. "Oh, well he's, let's see . ..
19."
Silence.
"Tramps, bums and hoboes are noted for riding
the rails," I said. "Who's ridden the rails?"
A swarthy man with dark curly hair sneaking
out from beneath a pulled-down stocking cap sat in
silence, staring at the floor. He didn't look up
when he said, "I used to ride the rails but not so
much anymore. It's faster hitchhiking and a helluva
lot warmer to o ."
Several of the others voiced their agreement.
" I t doesn't matter much if it's hard getting
rides as long as you've got a warm coat on and a
couple of good books in your pocket." He had on
a heavy fatigue jacket.
"H ow long you been in Bellingham?" I asked.
"Since November 13," he replied with
painstaking accuracy. His forehead wrinkled into a

frown, his mouth quivered beneath his bushy
moustache. It looked like he was trying to
continue.
Instead he slouched on the couch, his head
resting on the back and eyes staring at the ceiling,
his long hair was a cushiony pillow. He had several
days growth of beard in contrast to the others—the
others were carefully groomed, hair short, neatly in
place, faces shiny and smooth from morning"
washes.
'"Where did you come from ?" I asked of the
man with no name.
A t this he jerked into an upright position and
with eyes narrowing, turned to me.
"Where'd I come from? Where'd I come fro m ,"
his voice risinq_. " I f I knew where the hell I was at,
maybe I could figure where I came fro m ." He sat
for a few moments before rising suddenly to his
feet and striding out the door. He returned later,
nervously pacing the floor back and forth, from
the bunks to the door, never saying anything, never
looking at anyone.
A t this outburst, the silence which had
previously been awkward became nervous. A few
coughs, an Indian cleared his throat, and everyone
glanced around though eyes did not meet.
John left and there were just two of the
"boys" sitting there: Willie, an Indian from the
Northwest territory and Norris, another Canadian
from Alberta. O ff to the left a man with blond hair
and a red com plexion, looking he was
continually blushing, tried to curl up beneath his
imitation fur sheep skin jacket while maintaining a
sitting position. He didn't have much luck. His
head continually fell to his chest, then his whole
body leaned to one side until he was almost
reclining. He would catch himself and start the
whole process again.
Willie, the Indian, said he was 42. He looked
30, wore an English driving cap and played with his
cotton gloves, taking them on and off.

"Y a', I've been moving around since I was 20,
haven' got no place to go you know, except my
parents and I don't like to go there, you know."
His accent sounded French, Canadian and Mexican
all wrapped into one.
"I've stayed in the northern part of the
country all my life. Never been farther south than
Oregon or farther east than Minnesota, you know.
I rode the Great Northern back there, that's the
only one about that you can still ride. They chase
you o ff the others, you know. Except that one,
they say to you 'Come on, get into this car, no one
w ill find you'.
"B u t hitchhiking is the way to go. Oh, it's
easier to hitchhike in the states, I don't like to
hitchhike in Canada," he went on. His don'ts came
out doooonn't.
"One time I was around Banff and there were
thousands of these hippies around. They had the
women and they was really having fun. And they
had good equipment. I wish I had equipment like
they did. Back packs and sleeping bags, you
know ." His voice caught fire as he thought of the
scene, of the people that had so much more than
he did.
"Well, I couldn't get a ride for nothin'. Finally
had to get a job and make some money to get out
on the Greyhound. It took me three days!" He
looked over at Norris, three fingers raised, looking
for agreement and understanding from the other
Canadian. Norris nodded, interjected how he liked
to ride the Greyhound, better than hitchhiking or
hopping freights, when you had the money that is.
"Y a', money's nice. I work odd jobs—just
about anything when I need to ," Willie continued.
"B u t I don't have a trade and it's hard to make
much money. But I can get a job anytime I want
one."
"Besides," he said looking up, ready to confide
some great truth, "I can never keep it. I'm an
alcoholic."
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'"An alcoholic?" I asked, trying to look
surprised.
"Well, you know, I get a job, make some
money, maybe $100, then I decide I need a drink.
I go down to the bar and I stay there until the
money's gone. It doesn't matter how much money
I get, I spend it a ll." He smiled, like he thought it
was funny.
"B u t you gotta have some money, you know,"
he continued, emphasizing some." I mean, you
gotta have some money for a shave and a haircut."
Norris nodded his agreement.
Norris said he was a roofer, belonged to the
Sheet Metal Workers Union, had a job waiting for
him in a couple of days across the mountains. He
had a speech impediment and 'surtain wuds' came
out nearly unintelligible. He had to repeat almost
every other sentence.
He had sat most of the time w ithout saying
anything, his arms and legs crossed, his head
turning from Willie to me depending on who was
talking at the time. A black shiny shoe on the end
of one crossed leg moved back and forth, kicking
air.
"I could get a job up in Vancouver anytime I
wanted to ," he said. "B u t I don't want to ."
"Why don't you?" Willie jumped in.
"I hate Vancouver. I hate to go there. They
fucked me over for welfare, they did," he said.
"A nd you know who's done it? It's those
Frenchies. They've swarmed out here and wrecked
it fo r everybody."
Willie perked up again. "Boy, you're right. Youi
know what they do? They come out here, can't
speak a word of English. Now who would want to
hire a guy that couldn't speak a word of English?
They don't even think they gotta speak English.
"They came out here because a couple of them
found out how good the welfare was and told all
their friends. I had a choice to either go to a
French speaking school or an English one. I can
just see me now sitting here not being able to speak
a word of English."
"H ow 's welfare in the States?" I asked.
"I could get welfare now if I wanted," Willie
answered. "Boy, would I like to get welfare." His
voice had perked up again, sounded like he thought
the idea was a good one, but lacked the strength to
carry it out.
"Food stamps though. You can't get food
stamps w ithout a permanent address.
If we gave this address (the mission), they
w ouldn't give them to us." His voice dropped,
sounding disappointed that they could set up the
program and exclude people that didn't have
permanent addresses.
Norris nodded his agreement.

Say what's your name?" Willie asked Norris.
They had been together at the mission three days.
Neither knew how long they would stay there,
they started talking about life in Canada, where
both were born. Their voices lowered, excluding
me from the conversation.
Ed walked through, turning o ff the lights,
signaling it was time for all the "boys" to go
outside and pack cardboard. Everyone that stays at
the mission has to do some work ( " it don't mean
they have to w ork," Willie said, " it just means you
have to do some w ork.") Behind the mission were
large stacks of cardboard that were collected,
packed and shipped to Georgia Pacific for
recycling.
The two went outside, and the only person
remaining was the man who was trying to sleep
sitting up. He started to stir, moving slowly and
imprecisely, looking like he had a terrible
hangover. His eyes, which were bloodshot and
glazed, matched the complexion of his face.

"N o, I don't got a hangover," he said. "I just
got up here this morning from Everett. Took me all
night to hitchhike up here, got here about 10 this
morning."
He was from Peoria, Illinois, a construction
worker. "Well, I worked in the steel mills back
there."
"A h , I don't know what I'm doing in
Bellingham, don't know where I'm going after here
either."
He started bumming about 10 years ago, after
he and his wife got divorced.
"Y a', I got a drinking problem," he confessed,
his voice lacking any definite emotion. It sounded
more like he was resigned to the situation.
"Oh, I can get a jo b ," he said, "I can get a job
any time I like. I just can't seem to keep it."
He sat in silence on the couch with his coat
over him, tucked way up to his chin, debating on
whether he should join the others packing
cardboard.
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Proceed with Caution
America didn't have to be
told it needed the car. Cries of
"get a horse" died within five
years of the auto's public
introduction. Even the suspicious
turn-of-the-century farmers who
strung barbed wire across roads
in Ohio to protect their livestock
had become car devotees by
1905. The automobile was met
with general acclaim: a joint
E u r o pean-American
invention
that promised to, and did,
revolutionize private transport.
In May 1970, shortly after
the
Kent
S tate
killings,
protesting
Western
students
occupied for a few hours what
had become the most sacred
federal government ground in
Bellingham—Interstate 5. The
protest was not against freeways.

But while leaders in the fro n t of
the crowd rationalized that
blocking traffic would bring
home the war, those in the rear
created a minor festival on
pavement that few had ever
fe lt—pavement reserved fo r the
car.
A fter seventy-five years the
autom obile
dominated
Bellingham to the extent that in
1973, Tom Tow, director of the
city's traffic and communication
division,
told
Klipsun
that
"Bellingham was built around
the automobile." Bellingham is
still building.
To say that Bellingham is
congested is perhaps stretching a
point. Ernst Gayden, a Huxley
professor who has studied urban
traffic, does not think this town

has a car problem. Neither do
some members of Bellingham's
government and many of its
merchants. And it could be
conceded that Bellingham can
continue its stopgap policy
toward the automobile fo r years
and survive.
It is not survival, however,
but convenience, the quality of
life, and safety that the car
threatens. This is not because it
is evil, but because, in taking
advantage of it, Bellingham has
avoided taking the responsibility
and facing the added cost of
both preserving a commercially
healthy and convenient town,
and catering to those who can't,
or w on't use cars.
Automobiles
killed seven
people in Bellingham last year

6

and
injured
337 —easi l y
exceeding the one killed and 244
injured ten years before. In
1969, Whatcom County had
34,876 vehicles. Now it has
40,508. In four years, downtown
traffic volume has increased 30
per cent.
To manage the 40,000 car
crush that is making downtown
shopping
less
and
less
convenient, the Chamber of
Commerce
spearheaded
the
''You get to the congestion earlier
with the one-way system."

parking arcade in 1970. Last
summer,
seven
years
after
proposal and over wide protest,
the city decreed one-way streets.
The theory in favor of
one-way streets, as expressed by
Tow,
is that
it simplifies
stoplight scheduling and turning,
and provides fast lanes in the
middle of streets. The argument
against them, as expressed by
merchants, is that it cuts the
chance of customer eye-contact
with shop signs and confuses and
scares away shoppers.
The crux of the matter as
expressed by Ed Griemsmann,
Bellingham Transit director, is
"You get to the congestion
earlier with the one-way system,
but the congestion isn't cured."
Downtown streets are still
crowded—in part by pedestrians.
But a downtown mall was
mothballed by businessmen who
voted for the arcade and one-way
streets instead. They believe in
what
Tow
calls
"close
access"-parking places in fro n t of
their store. They have a low
estimate of the shopper as
walker—despite the fact that the
nearest parking space might be
two blocks from the store. The
basic
situation
remai ns
congestion, which merchants
equate with
business, even
though Gayden says, "I doubt if
store-owners anywhere really

know what makes people come
into their stores."
Enter the developer.
A t the same time the city
was voting in one-way streets to
save downtown, it was also
voting in shopping centers to
destroy it. " I f the city council
permits any more shopping
centers," Huxley professor Gil
Peterson says, pointing to the
two under construction, " it will
kill the downtown. It will be a
dead core."
Tom
Tow
be l ieves
Bellingham has the capacity to
support both the downtown and
new shopping centers. We might
look at Tacoma, with four times
Bellingham's population. The
Tacoma Shopping Mall emptied
the downtown area—of stores,
cars, and people. City officials
are still wrestling with what to
do with their self-made ghost
n e i g h b o r h o o d —and
recently
decided to put a mall on what
was Broadway. They are betting
shoppers will walk.
Closer to home. Mount
Vernon has another central area
that is beginning to find itself
j i l t ed
by
the
car.
Their
downtown is dying from nearby
shopping centers that offer
parking for the auto.
The same, predict both
Gayden and Peterson at Huxley,
w ill happen to Bellingham, if the
city persists in building shopping
centers. The cars flock to them,
witness the popularity of the
Bellingham Mall.
Why not follow that lead
then, and abandon downtown
for shopping centers? Because
dead or alive, Peterson says, built
up areas like downtown cost the
city money—fo r streets, sewers,
lighting. If dead, they produce
little revenue. It also seems
irrational to abandon adequate
stores and build them again in
the suburbs.
A more rational plan might
be to convert downtown into a
shopping center, with segregated

driving, parking and walking. The
plan would take money, though,
and an effort on the part of
dow ntow n
to
make
itself
attractive. But if converted now,
it might save the city money. It
would also restrict commercial
blight and preserve some of
B ellingham 's
pleasant
undevelopment.
An
example
of
more
intelligent planning is here at
Western. In 1957, a newly
expanded Board of Trustees
made
several
far-reaching
decisions. One was to encourage
Western to grow. Another was to
create, and preserve, a pedestrian
campus.
A look at campus maps of
the past 15 years shows a slow,
but deliberate elimination of
streets and parking lots chopping
the college up in the vicinity of
Red Square. The lot near the
Hu ma n i t i e s
building
was
eliminated two years ago. The
one
between
Haggard
and
College Halls is being liquidated
now. The Garden Street bypass.
Highland Drive, the road down
the hill by the water tower.
College Parkway—all were built
to replace roads that once

segmented the campus.
The plan has not worked
smoothly. Western has gone from
cheap, scrambl e-for-a-pl ace
parking lots to higher priced,
numbered and patrolled car
stalls. A restriction against
on-campus student cars helped,
but was lifted. Faculty protest at
the elimination of parking near
their offices didn't help at all.
Appeals for state money to
build
adequate
lots.
Bob
Peterson of campus security says.
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"'has fallen on deaf ears."
Campus planner Barney Goltz
and team were faced with
parking terrain that was half hill
and half bog. With tight money
and student howls about parking
fees, the parking committee
often settled for south campus
temporary parking lots on future
construction sites.
But "tem porary" lots are a
temporary solution, Peterson
says, and their era is over. The
parking committee is in the black
now and is looking toward
permanent lots paved, fenced,
lighted,
patrolled,
and
landscaped.
The toughest, most expensive
part of the plan lies ahead,
creation of permanent parking
that is convenient and does not
conflict with the pedestrian
ideal. Planners are looking at two
ideas. One is for a multi-level 400
car parking garage built behind
the Viking Union or beside
Sehome Hill. Another is for a
giant one-level lot far to the
south of campus, with frequent
shuttle bus service connection
the two. Either plan would cost
in the neighborhood of $2,500
per parking stall, and a dollar a
day charge if paid by the drivers.
Goltz i^ cautious. He sees the
possibility of an energy crisis or
resource shortage that could
eliminate automobiles and the
campus does not want to build
grandiose car stables then find
them deserted before they are
paid for.
But despite the pitfalls that
lie ahead. Western has already
made
its
fundamental
decision—the
pedestrian
has
priority.
Buildings on campus will be
kept within a ten-minute walk of
each other because of its
conveni ence,
beauty,
and
cheapness—it saves millions in
efficient
schedul i ng.
The
permanent closure of High
Street, if it comes about, w ill be
one
more
step toward
a
fundamental ideal.

Bellingham needs to make a
similar decision, and stick to it.
Bellingham
must
determine
whether it wants to keep its
downtown, or cater to the car in
the suburbs. Beyond that, it
must decide whether seriously to
encourage alternate forms of
transportation.
Ed Griemsmann is a friendly
ex-air force pilot, ex-Western
student, and current transit
director who likes to call
everyone "tig e r". He is trying to
get people to ride the buses, and
freely admits he hasn't convinced
his own kids yet, who can ride
for free.
A 75 cent household tax to
support
the
buses and a
conscious attempt at competing

has had results. Bus patronage is
climbing.
Routes are being
expanded, transfers simplified,
th e
syst em
mo d e r n i z e d .
Griemsmann doesn't expect his
system jto replace the car. But he
does feel it can make an
appreciable dent in tra ffic —a goal
he thinks non-drivers and drivers
alike should support.
A revolution against the car,
as well as complete surrender to
it, is unthinkable, the cost of
either is too high. A third option
is
i ntel I igent,
pl anned
co-existence, also costly, but the
cheapest solution in the long run.
Bellingham, with effort, can
enjoy the car, and still preserve
the personality that makes it a
nice place to live.
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An Eagerness
to Improve
Blue Canyon Foundation was formed with the
idea of being a halfway house, primarily fo r people
in hospitals as a way to partially rehabilitate
patients and return them to society.
Located on Lake Whatcom in a building that
was originally built by volunteers as a bible camp,
the structure has since served as a mining camp,
logging camp, chicken coop and finally a health spa
until January of 1969 when it was leased to Blue
Canyon
serving
those
with
mental
and
psychological handicaps.
New to Blue Canyon this fall is director Rick
Dudley. Originally from Washington, D.C., Dudley
graduated with a B.A. degree is psychology that
included two years in Europe. Later Dudley spent
two years attaining a professional degree in
psychiatric social work and earned an advanced
certificate which he says is essentially a doctor's
degree minus the dissertation research.

Concerning Blue Canyon's objective Dudley
states, "We're trying to gear ourselves to those
people in the hospitals who want to improve
themselves and want to do something.
"They're much harder to work with. That's why
they're not here. That's why they're not most
places. Who wants them?"
Many of the patients presently residing at Blue
Canyon, it seems, have a need which the lodge is
not geared toward and are adequately met by the
normal nursing home or intermediate care facility.
These patients according to Dudley don't want
to do anything, citing cases of individuals sitting in
hospitals fo r twenty even th irty years.
"They enjoy doing nothing. They don't want
to work for tokens and then go out and spend
them in the store. They enjoy getting stuff given to
them. This has happened fo r so long they don't
want to change."
Eventually Dudley hopes to be able to get
residents who can create things that can be sold to
John Q. Public, "n o t because they were made by
mental patients" he says, "b u t because it's a nice
bowl or a nice piece of jewelry."
The majority of Blue Canyon residents came
from state institutions such as Northern State and
Western State hospitals. A fter it is felt that the
patient no longer needs the intensive medical care
or rigid structure of a hospital they are released to
places like Blue Canyon.
For a patient to come specifically to Blue
Canyon, Dudley states three criteria. First, a
patient must be on a ward geared to release people
from the hospital. Secondly, the patient would
have to be under direction of a worker who knew
of Blue Canyon. Finally the patient would have to
achieve whatever the doctor was looking for in
order to be released.
"Generally", says Dudley, "the doctor will give
you some choice in where you go. They may even
take you to two or three places so you can see
which one you like."
Presently Blue Canyon is trying to become
appealing to the patients they want to have.
"Even though we have but one patient who can
do a craft, at this point, we want to develop the
crafts so that the patients who are free to choose
will choose us and will come here to do the crafts"
said Dudley.
Aside from dealing with people Dudley's
abilities include that of a craftsman of sorts. He
spent two years renovating a shipwrecked boat
upon which he later set sail with his wife Frances.
An eagerness to make use of what Blue Canyon
has to offer is basically what Dudley is looking for
in residents.
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'1 t has to be an eagerness to improve
themselves. It must be an eagerness not to destroy
our system but to work within the necessary
limitations of it. Not to just vegetate but to
improve themselves in all the ways they can with
what we have to o ffe r," said Dudley.
Blue Canyon's lack of equipment has it's
advantages and disadvantages. "F o r some patients
it's an advantage because they're not tempted to
use it and for some it's a disadvantage because
reality says sometimes you need it."
Presently six staff members are employed, each
staff member caring for three or four residents.
Ideally Dudley feels that it should stay at a
small ratio and that the patients shouldn't evolve
solely around the director as is the case too often,
as was the case when Dudley took over
directorship.
In order for places like Blue Canyon to really
be beneficial Dudley believes that a completely
different approach and a completely different kind
of staff is needed.
"State funds are set up in a way not to do this
with people. In getting staff we have to create
somehow, an environment where the staff gets
some sort of compensation besides financial and
wants to be here," he said.
Aside from regular working hours the staff is
required to put in floating hours. During this time
the staff can do basically whatever they want to do
in dealing with the residents. In the past, floating

hours have been used by reading to the patients. A
store is in the process of being developed and a
ceramics class is held every Wednesday.
Anyone who is merely driving by Blue Canyon
and would like to stop by fo r five minutes or five
hours is extended an invitation and w ill always be
welcomed but "w hat is more valuable to us" says
Dudley, "is somebody who can drop by regularly
who is going to accept a certain amount of
responsibility.
"These people don't need professionals. These
people don't really need therapists. What they need
is a one-to-one relationship with someone close."
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Canadian hockey has burst
into Bellingham, making it the
first U.S. city to have a
provincial
league
t eam.
Offering
a happy, exciting
alternative to movies, keggers
and beer joints, the Bellingham
Blazers Mocker Club has brought
the Canadian national pastime
within easy reach.
The brainchild of a group of
local and Canadian hockey nuts,
the club chose Bellingham as a
home base because the area's
population offered a lucrative
market, and the construction of
th e
Bellingham
Ice
Arena
provided a playing facility finer
than any of its kind in local
Canadian minor league hockey.
Thus, Bellingham is the newest
entry in the British Columbia
Junior Hockey League (BCJHL).
The league features exciting
hockey played by amateurs
ranging in age from 15 to 19.
These youngsters are polishing
skills that they hope will earn
them professional contracts. The
league acts as a farm organization
to the major leagues and the
players need to advance only a
couple of steps higher to make it
as pros.
Despite the fact that it
involves only amateur players,
the league operates like a
professional organization, with
recruiting, training camps and
working agreements part of the
deal. Canadian amateur hockey
as a whole is at a much higher
level than its counterparts in the
United States.
In the U.S., amateur teams
are composed of local players
and the teams often identify
with professional teams, as in the
case of the Seattle Junior Totems
or Portland's Junior Buckaroos,
but there are rarely any real
connections between the pros

John Stone (15), Blazer team captain, controls the puck as
he out-races one o f the Kelowna Buckaroos.
and the junior team.
In Canada, where hockey is
the national sport, amateur
associations act as training fields
fo r
professional
prospects.
Hockey players in Canada start
at an early age to compete. By
the time players reach the level
of the BCHJL they are playing
fierce, competitive hockey.
The BCJHL is a Tier II
league, a step below Tier I, the
highest level of amateur hockey
in Canada.
The Tier I league in this area
is the Western Canada Hockey
League,
of
which
New
Westminster
is the Blazer's
parent team. When a Blazer gets
too old or too good to remain
w ith the team he is sent to New
Westminster.
The original selection of

Live in Bellingham

players by a team is made at a
pre-season training camp. When
the Blazers held their first
training
camp
with
New
Westminster in Vulcan, Alberta,
last September, 120 players
attended. Since league rules
provide a team lim it of 20, only
the best players made the team.
In return fo r their services.
Blazer team members are given
schooling if they wish it (several
pl ayer s
are
enrolled
at
Bellingham High), housing with
selected families in Whatcom
County, and $10 per week for
expenses.
By the time of their first
home game, there were 18
players on the team. These came
primarily from the southern
B.C.-Vancouver region. Others
hail from as far as Saskatchewan,
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the Yukon, and even San Diego.
Since the Blazers are an
expansion teann, the emphasis is
on obtaining younger players,
thereby building a squad which
will reach its competitive peak
after the initial season. The team
has no 19 year-olds, most of the
players are 16 or 17, with a few
excellent 15 year-olds.
This ''build for the fu ture "
recipe seems sound. The team
has shown definite improvement

is obvious.
The home ice advantage may
prove to be the greatest aid to
the team's performance. Besides
the fact that the crowd is on
their side, the players like the
arena.
"It's the best arena I've ever
played in ," declared Duane
Monteith, 18. He first laced on
the skates when he was nine, and
his consistent, rough and tumble
style of play sets a good example

much
better
t han
the
"old-fashion scoreboards that
look like clocks" around the rest
of the circuit.
John is the only Yank on the
Blazers. From San Diego, he
began playing competitively only
four years ago. Now 18, he has
advanced remarkably in such a
short time.
San Diego is not a hotbed of
hockey
prospect s.
John
explained that this is mainly

Doug Davis (12) fires a shot on goal against the Penticton Broncos as a defender tries to deflect the
puck.
throughout the season, with
added
impetus provided in
January by the opening of the
new rink.
Before the rink opened, the
Blazers commuted to practice in
White Rock, B.C., and never had
a home ice advantage. The
Blazers brought a 2-14 won-lost
record into their home opener in
the Ice Arena December 30. In
their first six home contests they
won twice, tied once, and lost
three times, ^wo of the losses by
only one goal. The improvement

for the younger players.
Though all the players agree
with Duane on the superiority of
their rink over others in the
league, most center their praise
around
the
hugeelectronic
scoreboardthat hangs
over
center
ice. It is the only
scoreboard of its kind in the
league, built to handle not only
hockey games, but a wide range
of sports from
boxing to
lacrosse.
John Stone described the
scoreboard as "really high class,"

because "there's only one rink,
and the commercial leagues,
junior leagues, and pros all have
to use it."
(Imagine that,
Bellingham with as many ice
rinks as San Diego.)
Dave Robinson is one of
Stone's linemates. A handsome
17 year-old, he has the speed and
grace of a superb hockey
prospect, which he is. He is one
of the club's best stickhandlers
and scores a lot.
The squ d practices in the
Arena from 3:?0 to 5pm on
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The Vernon Essos'goalie goes down as Blazer Wayne Jeske
(16) smashes into him.
non-game days. Coach Bing
Juckes diligently
sends the
players through their paces.
Although
t he
coach
commands the situation during
practice when the stands are
quiet, once into a game it is a
different story.
Fans are roaring, the action is
swift, and there is no chance for
quiet conferences with the
players.
Bing paces up and down
behind
the
players
bench,
sometimes leaping onto the

bench when the action gets
frenzied so he can see over the
taller
pl ayers.
Outlining
suggestions before he sends a
man onto the ice, yelling
directions to players on the ice,
or keeping up morale, Bing is
constantly in motion.
Juckes' coaching and the
players' hustle and desire showed
clearly
in a game against
Kelowna in January. During the
first of the three 20 minute
periods the Blazers performed
listlessly, and the Buckaroos held

a 3-0 lead entering the second
frame. After a fiery oration from
the coach between periods the
team played hustling, aggressive
hockey the rest of the game.
They checked hard on defense,
bottled up the Bucks' offense
and allowed few good shots at
the net. On offense the Blazers
skated
aggressi vel y
and
concentrated on good passes.
Halfway through the period
Bellingham scored.
"Once we get that first goal
we really start skating," says
Tony Bouchard, a 15 year-old
left wing. Go they did. The
players continued to harass
Kelowna on defense, getting
mor e
and
more
offensive
opportunities. The team got
excited and the excitement
infected the crowd. When the
Blazers scored their second goal
just before the period ended, the
fans roared appreciation.
The third period was tense.
Both sides played evenly. Coach
Juckes paced, stone faced,
behind the bench, while the fans
got wilder. Juckes lit a cigarette,
puffed,
paced,
puffed
and
ground it out half-smoked into
the floor.

Encircled by four opponents in a game against the Kamloops Rockets, Blazer goalie Kel Erickson grabs
at the puck, displaying agility in spite o f the heavy padding on his legs.
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Dave Robinson (7) works the puck behind the goal as three Chilliwack Bruins dose in on him.

Bl azer
pl ayers
showed
frustration as they left the ice
after their shifts. A sustained
attack by the Buckaroos put the
crowd on its feet, the players on
the bench leaned over the boards
to peer down the ice. The coach
stood on the bench to see over
them.
As the action settled down,
Bing pulled out another cigarette
w ithout lighting it. The Kelowna
team swept into Bellingham's
end
and
he
screeched
' ' OFFSI DE!
Goddamit
Joe,
check th a t!"
The fans left their seats again
as goalie Kel Erickson made a
fine save to keep the Blazers
within one.
Less than three minutes were
left. Juckes was on his third
cigarette in ten minutes, the
crowd was edgy, and the players
were going full bore. The Blazers
rushed into the Kelowna end,
lost the puck and recovered it.
Suddenly there was a scramble in
front of the net and the puck
was in. The game was tied.
The audience exploded, the
Blazers on the ice mauled the
goal scorer, and the bench
exchanged
slaps and yelled
w ildly. Juckes' stone face was

unchanged, but his body relaxed.
The crowd was hot, stamping
and screaming for a winning goal.
Both teams were feisty, and with
75 seconds left a Buckaroo and a
Blazer dropped their sticks and
gloves to pummel each other.
Emotions spilled over, two more
players went at it and quickly no

Bellingham Blazers' coach
Bing Juckes.

less than seven players were in
the brawl.
Spectators cheered on the
fighters, while at either end of
the rink the goalies watched
th o u g h tfu lly .
Coach
Juckes
stood on the railing to get a
better view. Two Blazers and
three Buckaroos were banished
from the game and one player
from each team drew a five
minute fighting penalty.
The score continued in a tie
until the end of the period and
remained 3-3 through a furious
10 minute overtime. The Blazers
were unable to score on several
opportunities but held Kelowna
to two shots on goal. Although it
wasn't a win, it was the first time
in four tries that they were
undefeated in overtime.
Several
of
the
players
credited the fans for giving the
team a needed boost.
"The crowd is fantastic,"
John Stone commented. "I'm
really surprised that they're so
loud and enthusiastic."
Neil Robinson found it hard
to describe "the lift this crowd
gives us. They're always yelling
for us."
Robinson added that "the
harassment we get from crowds

on the road really gets us down. I
hope the Bellingham fans learn
how to harass our opponents."
Considering the discomforts
they must put up with, the
Bellingham hockey fans have
performed amazingly. Holes in
the walls made heating the arena
impossible during its early weeks.
Fans clustered between periods
around gas heaters placed in the
corners of the hall desperately
drinking coffee and munching
hot dogs, trying to keep warm.
The public address system was
useless so fans who were not
sharp eyed rarely found out who
scored. More than once in early
January the air was freezing. Yet
c r owds
consistently
exceed
1,000 (in the 4,500 seat arena)
on week nights, and more on
weekends.
They
yell
with
unbounded enthusiasm.
Why?
"Because I like hockey."
"They
play
hard from
beginning to end, and enjoy it.
It's fun to watch them have
fu n ."
"They really play hard."
"Because I'm crazy, just like
all those other people sitting here
freezing."
Gale Bishop, Blazers public
relations director, expects the
Arena to be completed by the
middle of March, and the heating
to be working much sooner,
adding that Bellingham Transit
will probably run a route to the
Arena in the near future.
The prospects fo r better,
more convenient hockey are
bright. It is apparent that Blazers
hockey has found an eager
audience in Bellingham, and the
fans have found a team that
delivers excitement.
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POLLUTION
A $9 million city sewage treatment and
collection system now being built in he Post Point
area should clean up much of Bellingham Bay
which is unsafe to swim in. Presently raw sewage
from south Bellingham (including half of Western)
and industrial sewage are dumped directly into the
bay.
A spokesman for Cornell, Hayes, Howland,
Merryfield (CH2M) and Hill, project designers, said
that when the cleaning will occur depends on the
rate of flow and flushing of the Nooksack River
and other small tributaries.
Past studies of flushing have shown that this
takes from three to 78 days after the pollution is
stopped, depending on time of year and rate of
flow of tributaries to the bay. The more water
flowing into the bay and the greater the tide
action, the quicker the pollutants will be swept
away from the area.
The Post Point treatment plant, which will be
in operation before next January, is located near
the railroad tracks on Harris Ave. It will replace the
old downtown treatment facility which is both
'Inadequate and obsolete," according to sewer
division supervisor Wilbur Holst. The original plant
at C and Dupont streets was first built in 1947 and
then expanded in 1960.
The old plant cannot handle the current
flo w —especially in heavy rains—or take care of
waste from the south side and local industries
which have never been subject to any chlorine
treatment.

In some rains, more than 30 million gallons a
day (MGD) have poured through the sewer drains
and into the plant. It has a capacity of under 25
MGD and anything more overflows the by-pass
weirs to the chlorine contact chamber where it is
quickly mixed with chlorine and discharged to the
bay. This results in domestic effluent which is less
pollution-free than it should be.
" I t is an old plant, but we do take care of it the
best we can," Holst said. He has a crew of six men
and hopes to have 12 to 15 at the new plant.
The Post Point sewage treatment plant will
provide fo r a service design year of 1992. It will
service a normal flow of 18 MGD with a capacity
of 55 MGD and should have the capacity to serve
66,400 persons compared to the present 30,000.
Stuart Litzinger, city councilman and director
of Western's physical plant, said that his initial
concern was that the plant might not be adequate
to serve the city in the future. He said there will
certainly be more than 60,000 people in the area
by 1990.
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However, after cornering several persons with
his doubts, he was assured that the plant could be
expanded beyond its design year. Of the 32 acres
site, only six are being used in plant construction
which ''leaves plenty of room fo r expansion,"
Holst said.
The plant alone w ill cost $3.5 m illion to
complete with some 48 per cent of the funding
from federal and state grants and the remainder
paid through city revenue bonds. The Post Point
site cost the city about $830,000. Other costs
include an $800,000 pump station and a $2 million
sewer line.
The sewer line which was finished four months
early extends from Post Point to C St. It is about
20,000 feet long and four to five feet in diameter.
Other sewer lines are planned.
The entire project was started in 1970 when
CH2M and Hill was hired to look into the best
design for controlling pollution that exists in the
bay. This came after the federal Environmental
Protection Agency instructed the city to do

something about its water pollution. Several sites
for the plant were proposed but it was decided by
Ch2M and Hill and the city that the Post Point
Area would be the most feasible.
In its report to the city, CH2M described the
Major pollution problems in the bay as:
—the southerly portion of Bellingham, served
by sewers which discharge untreated sewage into
the bay.
—the existing sewage treatment system which
serves the majority of the city and has not
functioned satisfactorily in the past.
—the eight flood processing industries which
discharge their seasonal high strength untreated
waste into the bay.
—the
Georgia-Pacific
corporation
which
discharges its untreated pulp and paper processing
waste into the bay.
Raw sewage dumped by south Bellingham also
comes from the south half of Western. The city's
sewer lines divide on the crest of Sehome Hill,
separating Western's sewage north and south. The
north section of the campus goes through the old
treatment plant, while the southerly lines dump
raw waste out the McKenzie and Harris streets
outlet.
Raw sewage is dumped from the A rt and
Technology Building, Birnam Wood, Bond Hall,
Buchanan Towers, Carver Gym, Commissary,
Fairhaven College, Haggard Hall, Humanities Hall,
Huxley College, Old Main (south half). Physical
Plant and the Ridgeway Complex.
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The report says that sewage discharges from
Georgia-Pacific, several food processing industries
and the existing treatment plant are equivalent to
those of 1 million persons.
The food processing industries will be treated
at the new plant. However, Georgia-Pacific is
building a $2 million effluent clarifier to remove
95 per cent of the solids in the waste which will be
in operation by the end of February.
The report also placed Bellingham Bay into
three classes which conform with federal water
criteria and classification of interstate and coastal
waters act of December 1967. The classification is
based mainly on counting coliform bacteria in 100
m illiliter water samples. If coliform are present
there is a risk that other dangerous bacteria are also
present.
The bay classifications are:
Class A —where the count may not exceed 70
with less than 20 per cent of the samples exceeding
1,000 when associated with any fecal source. This
includes the area further out in the harbor where
recreation, fish and shell fish reproduction can take
place.
Class B—where coliform organisms shall not
exceed average values of 1,000 with less than 20
per cent of the sample exceeding 2,400 when
associated with any fecal source. About the same
things can occur under this class as in ''A ." This
area is in the middle of the harbor.
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Class C—count shall not exceed 1,000 when
associated with any fecal source. This area near the
shore of the bay allows the fish passage but no
rearing. Swimming is considered unsafe.
Although it is a federal regulation that counts
remain at or below these levels, Bellingham Bay
does not meet these standards.
A spokesman for the State Department of
Ecology, which conducted extensive samplings of
the bay from 1968 to 1970, said coliform count
taken near Georgia-Pacific and the Whatcom Creek
waterway exceeded prescribed levels of Class ''C "
by tenfold.
Holst, who agreed with the early samplings,
said that after he took over the plant in 1969, he
was able to bring the count under the standard.
Since that time, the ecology department has let his
laboratory technicians do the testing. Holst added,
however, that in heavy rains the count will go way
above what it should.
There are two primary objectives of any waste
treatment system -to protect the health of the
general public and to preserve the physical and
a e s th e tic
q u alities
of
the
environment.
Bellingham's plant and Georgia Pacific's facilities
should so just th at—clean up a polluted bay.

